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TRAE rumbling noise like distant thunder has 

nothing to do with the trouble in Mexico. 
It’s the Automobile Number of JUDGE; on the 
way and coming fast. Due here January 3d 












































Fom noise of scare fires 

rest ye free, 

From murders benedicite, 

Bom all mischances that 

may fright 

Yur pleasing shumbers 

in the night, 
Mercy secure ye all and keep 
The goblin from You while you sleep. 
Past “one odock, and alniost two 


My masters all, Good day to You. 


Herrick 


Greetings 
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Did 


What Next> 


HAT cherished institution will next 
fall before scientific investigation? 

One after another the world is losing 
things that long have had strong holds on 
humanity as spurs to the imagination. 
Cold analysis is steadily destroying the 
creations of ages that have made life in- 
teresting. The iconoclasm of science may 
yet make human existence monotonous and 
unbearable. 

To this unhappy end now comes the De- 
partment of Agriculture again, with a 
knockout for one of the most deep-seated 
of the beliefs of the farmer. It says that 
the crow is a good bird. It has carefully 
examined its stomach and finds that the 
insects the crow eats more than counter- 
balance the small amount of grain he de- 
stroys. 

Reforms come slowly, and it will take 
some time to convince the average farmer 
that the crow is his friend. The finding 
of the department logically makes unnec- 
essary that picturesque figure which at 
certain seasons dots the agricultural land- 
scape and causes congresses of crows to 
send envoys to discover whether it is ani- 
mate or just a make-believe man. If the 
new theory is sound, the knell of the 
scarecrow— if the scarecrow needs a knell 

has been sounded. No longer will there 
be controversies in the farmer’s household 
between the farmer and his wife as to 
whether he shall erect his old clothes on 
stilts in the semblance of a disreputable 
human being or whether she shall use 
them for carpet rags. Aside from these 
practical questions, there is one affecting 
the wayside traveler, who greets the flap- 
ping figure of the scarecrow as a happy 
diversion on the lonely road. 


Ser a Boy 
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Who Has 
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There is no telling how effective the 
Agricultural Department’s discovery may 
be. Some farmers will reform in line 
with it, but there are others who are un- 
progressive and upon whom all scientific 
conclusions are lost. This class of agri- 
culturists may well laugh at the depart- 
ment, as usually they are their own 
scarecrows. 





The Joyous Side 


CHRISTMAS again! Are you going to 
enjoy it? If not, why not? 

There may be circumstances in which 
enjoyment will be minimized, but every- 
body should look on the joyous side of the 
festival and try to get happiness out of 
the day or impart happiness to others. 

The jesters have their fun about the 
frenzies and eccentricities of shoppers, 
about poor father who groans under 













L 


A S 


Christmas bills, about tippers who grudg- 
ingly give, and the tipped who put on 
smiles and are accommodating for one day 
only. But, take it altogether, the time- 
honored habits of the day are still prac- 
ticed with cheering purpose, and every- 
body is the better for observing its 
traditions. 

The iconoclasm which would rob Christ- 
mas of its happy character has been pow- 
erless against the spirit of new genera- 
tions that wish to practice and cherish its 
joy-giving customs. The holiday habit is 
growing in this country, but of all holi- 
days Christmas has the most legitimate 
appeal to the greatest number, and its 
intensely human appeal will perpetuate 
its popularity. 


Brief Decisions 


HEN the Prince of Monaco entered his 
name as an applicant for land in the 
Nebraska apportionment, he may have had 
a hunch that sooner or later somebody real- 
ly might break the bank at Monte Carlo. 
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One little toy in each of many common 
little stockings brings more real joy than 
many rich gifts in each of many stockings 
of silk. 

o 

No, children, Santa Claus doesn’t need 
chimneys and fireplaces nowadays. Be- 
sides being a magician, he is up to date, 
and if you catch sight of him it is likely 
you’ll see him with a 1914 auto of tre- 
mendous speed. 

If Opportunity went about with ex- 
tended hand, it would soon get nervous 
prostration. Everybody would want to 


‘*shake.”’ 








HOME 


FOR THE HOLIDAYS 








Santa and the Plutoerat 


DREW my weekly pay 
And went down to the slums, 
Because ’twas Christ- 


mas Day, 
To scatter sugar 
plums. 
4 

wu I first met Micky 

LZ)\) Flynn 

ranoox. And offered him a 
horn. 


He tilted up his chin 
And looked at me with 
scorn. 
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“It isn’t much,’’ I said; 

‘‘But, then, if you have none?”’ 
He shook his shock of red: 

“‘T got a better one.’’ 


‘Why, aren’t you poor?’ I cried. 
*“*You guys jus’ make me sick!’’ 
The jeering lad replied. 
“My daddy, he lays brick. 


’ 9? 


‘You wanta understan 
Mick gave his wrath full play— 
‘‘That he’s a union man 
An’ earns five bucks a day!’’ 


My steps I pointed home, 
Subdued, yes, very meek. 
No more the slums I roam— 
I draw eighteen a week. 
—Terrell Love Holliday. 


From Boston 


The following letter is typical of what 
culture and study can produce ina child 
ef six. Needless to say, the little one 
lived on beans. 

To Santa Claus, Esq., North Pole: 

Revered sir—If it does not inconve- 
nience either you or Mrs. Claus, may I 
enumerate my desires for the festal Yule- 
tide season? I have grown to believe in 
the efficacy of some simple confections, 
and I therefore desire that you fill a eer- 
tain portion of my perpendicular hosiery 
with delicious sweetmeats. For the rest, 
add the luxuries of playtime in preference 
to supplying my more sober needs. May 
I hint at things beautiful, decorative and 
costly, in the form of inanimate children, 
which I may shelter with maternal devo- 
tion? I hope my gifts are numerous. 

Gratefully, 
Prudence Prissey, Boston. 


She Did 


‘**Did Miss Kaleseed get a runabout for 
Christmas?”’ 

**Well, she married Cholly Fastleigh on 
that day.’’ 


On Christmas Eve 


I think of the Christmases yet to come, 
And those of the past, so pleasant; 
But, truth to tell, I am most concerned 

With the near-by Christmas present. 


Seizing the Opportunity 


Mrs. Crabshaw—yYou shouldn’t be so 
greedy, my dear, and hang up both your 
stockings. 

Willie—Why not, ma? Only a while 
ago you said you loved me twice as much 
as you ever did before. 


The Guilty One 


John—So that’s your new tie, eh? 
Why on earth did you select such a loud 
pattern? 

Joe——-I didn’t select it. 
and he’s slightly deaf. 


My brother did, 
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Edible 


GHE was a dainty, winsome thing, 
With laughing, dark-brown eyes; 

Her hair, her cheeks, her pouting lips 
Were also brown, likewise. 

She looked—I’m sure you’d say so, too— 
Just good enough to eat; 

For she was but a candy doll, 
And, oh! but she was sweet! 


At the Drug Counter 


Clerk (wrapping up corn cure and hair 
tonic)—-Fixed from top to toe. 

Customer—Yes, you manage to make 
both ends meet. 





TRUE RESPECT 


Henrietta—Why didden’ ye raise yer hat to her, Henry? 
Henry—Wot, thet danged ol’ lid! 
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Willie’s Favorite Christmas Present 


I LIKE the drums and horns and things 
[ always get on Christmas Day; 
I like the monkeys on the strings 
And all the games I get to play; 
I like the Noah’s arks and sets 
Of books my aunts and uncles leave; 
But, oh, the candy sister gets! 
That beats all else that we receive. 


‘ 


. Ay ~ gy 


. I always like the Christmas tree, 


the I like the gifts I get from pa, 





AN ARTISTIC NOTION 
Fair shopper—I would like a box of cigars for a slender, blond gentleman. 


Christmas Day Etiquette 


EVER criticise a gift, no matter how hideous or undesirable 
it may be. If it is breakable, let it fall. This will be 
attributed to your nervous joy at receiving it. If it is not 
breakable, arrange to have it mysteriously disappear. Its ab- 
sence will then be accounted for by the belief 
that it was coveted by some convenient klepto- 
maniac who came to look at the gifts. In this 
way nobody’s feelings will be outraged and the 
monstrosity done away with most effectively. 

The woman of real refinement and breeding 
will not look at the cost mark on a gift as soon 
as it is handed to her, but will wait until she 
can get in a corner by herself and figure out 
just how much it has been marked up. 

It is no longer considered good form for the 
recipient of a diamond to touch it with the tip 
of the tongue to ascertain whether it is genu- 
ine or merely alum, for in seventy-five chances 
in a hundred it is likely to prove the latter, in 
which case the situation would be embarrassing 
for both parties. 

When you recall that Christmas is the great 
lying festival, you will feel at liberty to go into 
raptures over every gift received, to tell every- 
body that you are glad they came and are loth 
to see them go, to pat small fiends upon the 
head and tell them they are ‘‘perfect little an- 
gels,’’ and to declare that you never enjoyed a 
dinner so much in your life, even though you 
are at that moment almost warped out of shape 


with stomach pains brought on by it. 
—Harvey Peake. 





, WN And there is always sure to be 


Some nice thing handed out by ma; 


= But better than the toys and pets 


My cousins, aunts and uncles bring, 
I like the candy sister gets 
From all the fellows on her string. 
—S. E. Kiser. 


Horrors! No! 


‘‘I wish that ’chickens were built like centipedes!’’ 
smacked the old gourmand, gnawing a drumstick. 
**Don’t you?”’ 

*‘Great Scott, no!’’ cried the young man, blushing. 
**I’m to marry one to-morrow.’’ 


Egg View Notes 


A slick-looking person named Professor Snyder came 
to Egg View about a week ago. He said that he was 
one of them there tango-dance teachers and claimed that 
he found this place slow, but would leave it fast. He 
did, taking with him a lot of things belonging to other 
folks. 

Wes Weese and Ag, his wife, got back from Niagara 
Falls last night. Wes said they stood one day and watched them 
several hours. He’s sorry, because Ag talks twice as loud as 
she did before. 

Hearing up to Pollywog that the Milky Way had germs in 


it, Ote Gimber will send off after a telescope to see for himself. 
—Leslie Van Every. 











SOMETHING BURNING 


Dinah—Why don’ yo’ pick dat red-hot coal offen de floah ? Wan’ tuh burn de house down ? 
Joe—Ah don’ see no red-hot coal on de floah. 
Dinah—Yo' don’ ? 


You ’s standin’ on it! 
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TAH BRaGS FUUERTES 


“THE CHRISTMAS SPIRIT ” AS SEEN FROM BEHIND THE COUNTER 


When the Perkins Family Did Not Celebrate Christmas 


By STELLA MILLER NEAL 


«<c({ HRISTMAS!”’ thundered Mr. Perkins at his wife, when 

she asked for money to buy a Christmas tree. ‘‘I’m 
sick and tired hearing about Christmas! It’s all nonsense, 
anyway !”’ 

**But the children, Charles! 
had some kind of Christmas doings. 
get along with none.’’ 

‘“‘Time they’d learn,’ 
year we’d have no more such foolishness. 

‘*What shall I tell the children?”’ ‘ 

‘‘Don’t tell ’em anything. Send ’em to me. ’Tain’t as if 
they was needing anything. You know you can go downtown 
and get anything the children need or you want ’em to have, 
have it charged and send the bills to me. I always pay ’em, 
don’t 1?’’ 

‘‘Yes, pa, you’re a real good provider, and that’s just why I 
can’t see why you want to deprive them of this innocent pleas- 
ure. If we couldn’t afford it, there might be some reason in 
what you say.”’ 

‘* Afford it! 


Doris and Tom have always 
They won’t know how to 
’ snapped Mr. Perkins. ‘‘I said last 
I meant it.’’ 


Humph! GuessI can! It’s just that it’s 


such a babyish thing all around, and I say it’s to stop!’’ 

‘‘But Tom wants some new skates for Christmas, and 
Doris has set her heart on having a locket. I heard 
them talking about what they hoped Santa Claus would 


, 


bring them.’ 


‘Santa Claus! If them kids want those things or any other, 
you go and get ’em, right off, to-day !’’ roared Mr. Perkins. 

‘But they want them for Christmas, and’’ 

‘“‘Jiminy! Won’t they like ’em just as well to-day? That’s 
just some foolish idea you’ve taught ’em. They’re too sensible 
kids for that. You’ll see.’’ 

Mr. Perkins was a prosperous coal dealer, and, as he said, 
was a good provider, but had very little patience with ideas 
that he did not share. Mrs. Perkins was as quiet as her hus- 
band was blustery, and tactfully managed to keep the household 
machinery running smoothly and saw to it that twelve-year-old 
Doris and ten-year-old Tom enjoyed the same pleasure their 
friends and playmates enjoyed. Of course Christmas was their 
favorite holiday, but now that Perkins had issued his ‘‘No 
Christmas’’ order, his wife knew it was useless to attempt any- 
thing in the way of festivity. However, she made good use of 
that request of her husband’s to get what she wanted the chil- 
dren to have. There was the locket for Doris, a wonderful fan, 
a muff, and for Tom the skates, a new bicycle lamp and a much 
coveted chest of tools. That night Mr. Perkins gave the 
children the things their mother had bought. 

‘‘But, pa, I thought I was to have those things for 
Christmas,”’ said Tom. 

*‘So did I. What will we do for Christmas?’’ asked 
Doris, in dismay. 
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IF WE OBEYED THAT IMPULSE ON DECEMBER 26 


**What’s the matter with you children? Ain’t the things 
what you wanted? Ain’t they just as good now as they would 
be ten days from now? What’s the difference? Ought to be 
glad to get ’em, I say.”’ 

*“‘Of course we like them, and they are what 
we want, and thank you very much, pa. Only, 
you see, we —well—we thought it would be nice to 
have them for Christmas,’’ said Doris. 

“Nicer than now?’’ demanded her father. 

**Yes,’’ came from both. 

**Well, there ain’t going to be no Christmas 
doings at this house. When we need things, we’|l 
have’em. They don’t need any tinsel-tissue-paper- 
candle setting, neither.’’ And Perkins, decidedly 
vexed, left the house. 

*‘Oh, mother, will it have to be that way?’’ asked both 
children. 

**Yes, dears. There will be other years. We’ll let pa have 
Christmas his way this year. You know we’ve had it to suit us 
several years, and pa always has thought it was foolishness. 
And, anyway, we can have the idea of Christmas; you know it 
isn’t the presents we receive that make the Christmas spirit for 
us. We’ll not forget our poor people.’’ 

‘‘Aren’t we to give you and pa any present, either?’’ 
Tom. 

‘*No. No Christmas at home. 
the mother. 





asked 
Just as pa said,’’ answered 


* * * . * * 


Christmas was a bright day, and all the children in the 
neighborhood were up and outdoors early, trying new sleds and 
skates and giving new dollies a ride in new dol! carriages. Only 
the Perkins children stayed in that morning. Tom moodily 














read, and Doris darned stockings and practiced her music lesson. 
Mr. Perkins read the newspaper. 

‘“‘There’s Ben Loomis signaling to you, Tom,”’’ 
father. ‘‘Why don’t you go out?’’ 

‘‘Nothing to go out for. I’m reading,’’ answered Tom, pre- 
tending not to see Ben. 

The quietness was becoming oppressive and getting on Mr. 
Perkins’s nerves. ‘‘What you kids doing, moping around so? 
Why don’t you go out and play with the others, same’s you 
always do?’’ growled Pa Perkins. 

**‘We don’t want to see Ben Loomis’s new sled, nor Jud 
White’s tops, nor any other old Christmas junk. We aren’t 
having Christmas!’’ snarled young Tom, with a very good imi- 
tation of his father’s most impressive manner. 

The door bell rang,-and there stood Polly from next door. 
Polly was Doris’s dearest friend. 

*‘Oh, Doris, I hope I’m not too early! I just couldn’t wait 
a minute longer to see your Christmas things!’’ 

Doris hesitated a second before answering. 
Polly.’’ 

‘Why, Doris Perkins! Not’’ Then the little girl stopped 
in confusion, but Mrs. Perkins came to the rescue. 

‘‘We aren’t celebrating Christmas this year. You see, the 
children’s father doesn’t believe in Christmas. He thinks it is 
all foolishness, and Doris and Tom have everything they need, 
anyway. But you tell us about your Christmas,’’ said Mrs. 
Perkins. 

The little neighbor began her account gayly enough, but soon 
stopped. It seemed out of place, and, making the excuse that 
her mother might be needing her, she went home. It wasn’t 
half an hour before all the neighborhood knew that the Perkins 
weren’t having any Christmas. 


said his 


**T haven’t any, 


















































A CHRISTMAS STORY IN THREE REELS 


Toward noon Perkins took a stroll up the block. He was 
soon joined by a neighbor, who, after the holiday greetings, 
turned to business. 


‘‘How you makin’ it, Perkins? Collec- 
tions pretty poor, I suppose. Darned shame 
how some folks let their bills run. I practice 


what I preach, too, and I1’1l pay for that coal 
I got right now,’’ handing Perkins a bill, ‘‘if 
you can make the change.’’ 

‘*Why !’’ exclaimed the astonished Perkins, 
**T ’ain’t sent you any bill yet, have I?’’ 

**No, you haven’t, and I know I generally 
do wait till you do; but I’ll pay this right 
Might just’s well done so yesterday.’”’ 





now. 
Perkins passed on, and further up the block still another 

neighbor hailed him. 
**Morning, Perkins! 
‘‘Suits me all right,’ 


How’s the world? Pretty good, eh?’’ 
answered Perkins. 

‘“‘That’s good. How’s business?’’ 

‘*Wouldn’t ask for any better. All I can handle.”’ 

“‘Fine! Didn’t know but what, since your wares can 
hardly be called holiday goods, perhaps money might be 
tight.’’ 

Perkins got the entire length of the block before 
neighbor three overtook him. 

‘Hey, Perkins, old man, wait a minute! MHere’s a 
basket of things the missus fixed up for your kids. 
Hope they’ll like them.’’ And before the surprised man 
could do or say anything, number three, who was the 
family grocer, was indoors, and Perkins was holding help- 
lessly to that basket. Perkins felt uncomfortable. He 
wanted to run when, as he started for home, he saw 
Brown, the plumber, crossing over from the other side 
of the street. Perkins knew the plumber had seen the 
basket incident, too. 

‘“‘Merry Christmas, Perkins! Fine 
day! Been working pretty hard? How’s 
everything? Good trade?’’ To all of 
which Mr. Perkins gave most satisfactory 
answers. However, this neighbor, like 
all the rest, seemed bent on talking busi- 
ness to-day. 

“You know, now, Perk, if you was 
needing a little lift for a time, I could ac- 
commodate you just’s well as not. I 
haven’t forgotten you did me a good turn 
once, and I’’— But he got no further. 


, 


‘‘What in thunder are all you fellows so almighty concerned 
in how I’m getting along? Never knew you so keen to talk 
money before, all of you. It’s mighty white of you, Jim, to 
make such an offer; but I’m dashed if I can understand. I— 
why, I half believe you’ve been thinking, all of you, that I 
was’’ 

““Yes, of course, we all thought it,’’ replied the plumber. 

“‘Thought what?’’ demanded Mr. Perkins. 

‘“‘Why, that you might be hard up,’’ answered the other. 





‘‘Hard up! Why, business is good! Best I’ve had. I don’t 
get you.’’ 

‘’Tis good? Well, all I’ve got to say is, I didn’t think you 
was so darned mean!’’ 

‘‘Mean? How?’’ roared the now angry Perkins. 


‘“‘How?. Why, all the folks are telling you aren’t having any 
Christmas at your house. We all supposed you couldn’t afford 
it. Didn’t think you’d be mean on purpose!’’ 

The next year the Perkins resumed their old-time Christmas 
celebration, for Perkins wasn’t going to have 
the world think he stayed mean. 



















The man with a grouch can help along the 
holiday spirit some by concealing his grouchi- 
ness from his family for a week or so. 


NO ‘‘SPUG”’ 
‘* Awfully nice of you, George, to bring me that beautiful worm, but really father doesn’t allow 
me to accept any useful presents.’’ 











ALICE IN 


The Old 


T IS not necessary to indorse the 

popular melodies of to-day,’’ re- 
marked Uncle Timrod 
Tarpy; ‘‘but, on the 
other hand, there is no 
occasion for worrying 
about them. Nobody 
will ever find me suf- 
ficiently dazed to be- 
| lieve that the ‘Argen- 
tine Tango’ is condu- 
cive to prayer and 
praise; but I have no- 
ticed that, if you are where you ought to 
be for the good of your soul and body, you 
are not likely to be compelled to listen to 
it. If I remember correctly, the minister 
seldom requests the choir to chant ‘The 
Mississippi Dippy Dip,’ even at the Bap- 
tist church; and as far back as I can rec- 
ollect, Ido not recall the time when we 
buried a deceased lodge brother to the 
tune of ‘L Hope That Will Hold You for a 
While!’ Nobody commits bigamy on the 
high seas or holds up a train while mer- 
rily warbling ‘Frozen Bill’ or ‘The Bama- 
lamaramadam Rag’; and it is very seldom 
indeed that we see a will forged or the 
mortgage foreclosed on the dear old home- 
stead to the accompaniment of ‘What’s 
the Matter with Father?’ except, of 
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WONDERLAND 


and New 


course, at the moving-picture 





speedily known all over the neighbor- 
hood as hopelessly eccentric. And even 
yet, when ‘Dixie’ is sung in New York, 
all the Southerners from Skowhegan, 
Me., and Tonganoxie, Kan., within 
hearing, are irresistibly moved to 
spring to their feet and yell themselves 
foolish. 

*‘The old songs, like a good many 
other musty relics of bygone days, 


have long been badly overestimated!” 
—Tom P. Morgan, 


Always Becoming 
We cannot all be rich who dwell 
Upon this mundane place; 
But, just the same, a smile fits well 
On almost any face. 


In 1925 


‘*What’s the trouble now?’’ demand- 
ed the janitor. ‘‘More heat?’’ 

“No. ’ said the tenant of the latest 
skyscraper; ‘‘but I want those clouds 
brushed away from the windows.”’ 


Progress 
There once was an artist Emu, 
Who painted the folks in the Zu; 
But his work never sold, 
For his method was old, 
And it had to be done by a Gnu. 


Added Zest 
Madge—I never thought you were the 
kind of girl who would take pleasure in 


listening to a divorce case. 


Marjorie—But, my dear, I happened to 


While such flapdoodle is not especially know the corespondent. 


helpful, in that it rarely in- 
spires the hearer to become a 
reformer with a condescending 
manner or be a missionary and 
go romping off to heathen 
lands, it isno more deleterious 
than the pale, dyspeptic dit- 
ties of the dear old long ago. 
**In my younger days I had 
the pleasure of being acquaint- 
ed with more than one maiden 
who was driven into a decline 
by ‘Lorena.’ Such sad an- 
thems bred melancholy, loss of 
appetite, dots and webs before 
the sight, both in the singer 
and the hearer, together with 
a low, febrile yearning to go 
out in the gray of the morning 
and jump off the bluff. Forty 
years ago, if a young fellow 
called six consecutive times 
and sat on the haircloth- 
covered sofa, as slippery as 
Greenland’s icy mountains, 
and didn’t slide off and pro- 
pose after listening to ‘Robin 
Adair’ and ‘Douglas, Douglas, 
Tender and True,’ he was 


























THE BRUTE! 


Sheba—And yet, when you proposed you actually went down 


on your knees to me. 
Ben E. Dick--I admit it. I had to do something to prevent 


you from sitting on them ! 























HER FATAL FRROR: 





FRESH FROM THE BARGAIN COUNTER 


























SOCIETY BALL OF THE FUTURE-~-ATHLETIC VS. ASSTHETIC 


The announcer—La-dees and gentlemen, I have the pleasure of introducing ‘‘ Bunny Hug’’ Helen Van 
Kasch, champion of Newport, weighing in at 139%4, and ‘‘ Tango Tommy ’’ Rox, champion of Palm 


Beach, weighing in at 141%, to trot to a finish. 


If I Were Santa Claus 


IF I WERE only Santa Claus, I’d make all gifts relate 

To wish, deserving, and the needs of simple and of great; 
And thus restore to Christmas Day joys long held in reserve, 
While handing out to some folks things they jolly well deserve. 


If I were only Santa Claus, that Tommy Jones should get 

The sled and skates he’s yearning for. His little sister Bet 
Should have the dolls and other toys she long has dreamed about, 
While every kiddie everywhere with Christmas joy should shout. 


If I were only Santa Claus, Miss Seraphina Brown, 

Who languishes for Billy Smith, should get a stunning gown, 
Which would her charms so magnify he could not long delay, 
And to fond lovers everywhere I’d bring the wedding day. 


If I were only Santa Claus, the old I’d not forget; 

To each his wish or hers I’d-bring, that they should never fret. 
And if a rich man with the gout deserved a better fate, ; 

A cure I’d bring him, while the poor with gifts I’d make elate. 


From misers who think but of gold I’d all income divert, 

And make them dine on past-due notes, with pennies for dessert ; 
And grouchers who no pleasing word are ever heard to speak 
I’d transport for a year or so to some bleak mountain peak. 

If in the prisons I should find men Justice had forgot, 

They should go free, while to the cells of crooks I’d send a lot. 
For ridicule I would not care, nor yet bid for applause, 


And many other things I’d do if I were Santa Claus. 
—J. A. Waldron. 


A Modern Climax 


**No!”’ cried the fair young thing, as 
she gently but firmly resisted the kiss of 
her ardent suitor. ‘‘I am not afraid of 
microbes, but of your crobes!’’ And he 
never darkened her door again! 


Polyglot 


**How was your last cook?’’ 
**She was an Irish girl who talked tur- 
key, drank Scotch, got her Dutch up and 


took French leave. Doctor 





Temperature 104. 


A Christmas Litany 
By LEWIS ALLEN 


ROM kind-hearted friends who send 

us slippers and suspenders when 

we want cigars and a meerschaum pipe, 

and from elevator boys who remind us 

twice a day for a fortnight before the 

twenty-fifth that ‘‘Chrismus’!] soon be 
here !’’ 


Good Santa, deliver us! 


From dear little sweethearts who 
give us something that looks like an 
octopus, made of lace and ribbons and 
silk and smelly stuff, and neglect to 
send the answer with it, leaving us to 
guess whether it is a pen-wiper or a 
match box or a slipper case; and frem 
doing eleventh-hour errands in the 
stores for our wives, 











Good Santa, deliver us! 


From aniline-dyed, arsenic-shellac- 
varnished Christmas candy, and from 
‘‘Merrie Yuletide’’ far- from - cigars; 
likewise from boobs who send us liquid 
gifts so badly packed as to leak all over everything and leave 
a telltale trail, 


Good Santa, deliver us! 


From rich relatives who hint for us to tell them what we 
want and give us to understand, when we suggest a big check, 
that it is a check we will get, and then send us a copy of ‘‘Fa- 
mous Authors in Their Homes’’; and from unkind relatives who 
give us neckties that suggest a fight between a pot of red paint 
and a loosely fried egg and expect us to wear them in public, 


Good Santa, deliver us! 


From generous wives who give us a pair of lace curtains, a 
hall rug, a willow sewing table, a pair of ostrich plumes and a 
quart of costly perfume for our very own Christmas presents; 
and from little boys who live on the floor above and neglect to 
break their Christmas horns within a couple hours after they 
get them, 


Good Santa, deliver us! 


Meanness 


Edwards—So you think your next-door neighbor is mean? 

Matchell—Of course I think he ismean. Wouldn’t you think 
him mean if he killed his rooster—which had wakened you and 
kept you awake every morning for two years—the very night 
before you wanted to catch a two-ten a. m. train? 











THE RULING PASSION 
That 's bad! Golfing patient—What’s bogey, doc ? 

















RESOLUTION 


Be It Known, That we, the undersigned, believe fully in the existence of a Santa Claus- 







who on the eve of December 25th visits all good boys and girls, laden with presents ' ui" 
which he deposits in or near their stockings, hung on or near the mantel for their re- rt } 
ception. It has been unanimously voted that a copy of this Resolution be sent to all hit 

relatives and friends. (Signed) Y Hi 
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A FORMAL 


Why 







REMINDER 


Christmas Makes Some Boys Queer 


By HOMER CROY 


OTS of people think that boys are queer. Out our way they 
said that we showed it particularly about Christmas. I 
remember they used to think that we boys didn’t show the right 
kind of respect for our elders when the husbands bought their 
wives expensive Christmas presents. 

I can remember how carefully the men would select presents 
for their wives. Some way or other, it would always happen 
that the presents the husbands gave their wives were just as 
serviceable to them as to their wives. I have seen this remark- 
able coincidence occur year after year. 

We boys around the old country church could look at the 
wife’s present and tell pretty well what kind of husband she 
had. If the distributers, the night of the tree, brought back a 
big, bulging package and it turned out to be a laprobe, we could 
tell that the husband had a great deal of driving todo. If it 
was a patent egg crate, so that the eggs would not get broken, 
we would know that the wife had been packing her pin money 
in oats when she started to town Saturday mornings, and we 
would know that the husband had hit on this happy way of sav- 


ing the tax money. If the distributers brought back to the wife, 
on the happiest evening of the year, a clothes wringer, we could 
tell that the husband was going to be tied up with jury duty 
most of the winter, and that he was going to make sure that his 
wife had a comfortable income. 

Another thing we noticed about this kind of men was that 
they were always so rushed by. the press of work that they never 
had time to help their wives into the buggies Sundays, and that 
the wives talked lots more to the children than they did to their 
husbands, and that the wives nearly always had red circles under 
their eyes, as if they cried a great deal. Sometimes, when these 
men would hold out their hands and try to get us to come up and 
shake hands with them, we wouldn’t do it. Sometimes these 
men would be the wealthiest men in the county and had the 
finest horses to be found anywhere. 

Yes, boys are certainly queer! 
boy. 


There’s no understanding a 


When turning over a new leaf see that it is not a loose leaf. 
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A Christmas Commotion for which little Willie was responsible 














‘ 
Class The Kid Explained 
Stranger—What is the population of AS‘ CHRISTMAS fills his little cup Bobby—What is meant by the frail fab- 
New York? With joy, from ear to ear he grins. ric of matrimony, dad? 
Chumpleigh— Four Hundred, plus the Now, when he hangs both stockings up, Dad—The sort of suspenders your moth- 
people one doesn’t know. He only wishes he were twins. er gives me for Christmas, my son. 
How contented hubby would be if his A man without means is always the Do not judge the inside of a Christmas 


Christmas cigars smoked up tothe picture. most scientific judge of true philanthropy. box by its wrapper. 
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SMART BOY 


Tommy—Say, dad, mother wants to see you before you go out, 
an’ I want a quarter, too. 


A Christmas Vision 


BESIDE the hearth, with half-shut eyes, 
Within the Yule log’s embers gray, 
I seemed to see, to my surprise, 
A vision of a boyhood day. 


Right down the chimney with his pack 
Came Santa Claus this Christmastide, 
And when at last he hurried back 
My every wish was gratified. 


* * * * * * 


It had a real-like effect; 
But, thinking on the matter since, 
I rather more than half suspect 
It was that second piece of mince. 
—J. J. O'Connell. 


Exhilarating Sport 


First tourist abroad—Ha, ha, ha! This 
is worth all the time, money and bother 
I’ve spent over here! 

Second ditto—How’s that? 

First tourist—I deliberately kissed the 
little servant maid with the worst gossip 
in town looking on. There she is over 
there telling my wife about it, and the 
old lady can’t understand a word of the 
language. 


The Exception 


First married man—lIs there ever an 
occasion when everything at your dinner 
table is stone-cold? 

Second married man—No, not every- 
thing. We always manage to have a 
heated argument. 


His Annual Performance 


“Go wan! They ain’t no Santy Claus! 

I know they ain’t,’’ said Johnny, ‘‘’cause 
He got burnt up last year, by gee! 

At our First Baptist Christmas tree.’’ 


The wish-bone has been responsible for 
many dreams that didn’t come true. 











Christmas Among the Rich 


Little Paget got a car, ninety-six h. p. 
Not a boy in all the street happier than he. 





































Gladys got a diamond star, fifty thousand dollars, 
To wear to school, the happiest of all the little scholars. 


Papa and mamma agreed what they’d like to get. 
Mamma whispered it, and then papa smiled, ‘‘ You bet!’’ 


So when Santa Claus came round in his yearly course, 
Each of them received with joy a lovely, new divorce. 


—Ralph Bergengren. 
His Didn't Stick 


‘*Robert,’’ asked the teacher, ‘‘did you throw any of those 
paper wads sticking on the blackboard?’’ 
“‘No,’’ replied Robert. ‘‘Mine didn’t stick.’’ 


Pessimistic 


Emersonian—Do you believe in the law of compensation? 
Poor man—Ido; but I also am convinced of the law’s delays. 


ADMITTED TO THE “BAR” IN 1880 





THE MODERN WOMAN 


Curbside Comments 
By OREOLA W. HASKELL 
With bugles and with banners, the suffrage cohorts go, 
And I, a watcher on the curb. look out for weal or woe, 
And note what word the gaping world in passing may bestow. 
Poor Dad ! 


RANDMA’S a Prohibitionist, 
A Socialist is Nan, 
Mother’s Progressive throughand through, 
Sue’s a Republican. 
So the antis’ talk makes father mad. 
’Twould be rather hard on poor old dad 
To express these views with one ballot 
small, 
Since he’s Democrat and hates them all. 


Women Stockholders 
EARLY one-half of the stockholders 
of the United States Steel Corpora- 
tion are women. There 
are more women own- 
ers on the Pennsylva- 
nia than men. There 
are more women stock- 
holders of the Ameri- 
can Telephone and 
Telegraph Company 
than men. The same 
is true of the New Ha- 
ven system. There are 
as Many women as 
men shareholders in 
the American Sugar 
Refining Company. 
The corporations do 
not disfranchise wom- 
en. When will the 
great political corpo- 
rations of the various States learn to be 
as just to their feminine citizens, who are 
stockholders in the State quite as much as 
men? 


Extract from “ The Antiquary ” 


A weekly journal edited and published by real la-’*-s and op- 
posed to fernale enfranchisement 


Editorial—We see that a congressman 
from California has lightly referred to 
the momentous question of who shall take 
care of the baby while mother goes to 
vote by affirming that he’s seen father 
doing it. We presume he thinks he’s 
settled the problem forever; but what a 
vision of horrors his statement induces! 
Aman, either on the street or in the home, 
holding a baby? How demoralizing for 
both if instituted as a national custom! 
Association, contact with the weak and 
the ignorant are known to cause a human 
being to deteriorate. What, then, will 


become of our men, with their scintillat- 
ing intellects, their masterful wills, their 
forceful personalities, if they are rele- 
gated to the company of the bald-pated, 


the toothless, the speechless and the un- 
learned? Will we not lose much of the 
superior intelligence that flashes from the 
masculine eye? Alas, we fearso! Nor 
isthatall. Dignity will be bruised—that 
noble dignity that makes the male stride 
ahead in conscious strength, while his 
diminutive wife trails in the rear, acting 
as baggage bearer to a lusty infant. Let 
us beware how we reduce manly virility 
to a pulp and humble the proud head of 
the average man in the dust. And to 
conclude—what about the baby? It would 
be all right if father knew how to hold it; 
but what, my sisters, would happen—and 
we ask it in a ghastly and sobbing whis- 
per—what would be the result if he held 
it upside down? 





RULED BY THE OTHER MAN'S WIFE 


Suffrage Snapshots 
By IDA HUSTED HARPER 
AST YEAR in New York 24,226 men 
were brought before the Night Court 
and 6,495 women. Of these, 4,440 were 
‘‘street walkers.’’ Aside from this one 
crime—for which the men largely re- 
sponsible are not arrested—the number 
of women was 2,055, a little over one- 
twelfth the numberof men. Women form 
about one-twentieth of the convicted crim- 
inals in the prisons from year to year. 
These figures are suggested to those who 
say the enfranchisement of women would 
double the criminal vote. 


In Missouri there are 141 unmarried 
men to 100 unmarried women. It seems 
as if every woman there ought to be able 
to get a husband, but perhaps some of 
them are particular. 


Sir Almoth Wright says that women 
ask for the suffrage because they ‘‘have 
not been taught the defects and limita- 
tions of the feminine mind.’’ This is not 


because Sir A. W. and men of his stripe 
haven’t wasted a good deal of more or 
less valuable time pointing them out; but 
in another chapter he says, ‘‘Failure to 
recognize that man is the master lies at 
the root of the suffrage movement,”’ and 
to this the women plead guilty when they 
can stop laughing. 


The National Women’s Trade Unions’ 
League and its various State auxiliaries 
and all kinds of working women’s organi- 
zations are continually passing resolutions 
for woman suffrage. On the other hand, 
Dr. Katharine Bement Davis, superin- 
tendent of the Bedford Reformatory for 
Women, says that her charges, almost to 
a woman, are opposed to it. If a person 
is to be judged by the 
company she keeps, 
one hardly feels like 
getting acquainted 
with the members of 
the Anti-Suffrage As- 
sociation. 


The Parliament of 
Iceland has conferred 
the full suffrage on 
women, and it has also 
passed a rigid prohi- 
bition law. Fortu- 
nately, the ‘‘antis’’ 
cannot say the women 
did it; but doubtless 
they will do their full 
share toward having it 
enforced, which is quite as important as 
getting the law. 


The United States Senate has asked for 
an appropriation to erect a splendid me- 
morial in Washington in recognition of 
the service rendered by women during the 
Civil War. By all means; and then don’t 
deny the franchise to women because they 
cannot serve their country in time of war. 


A booth was built in New York City 
in a district where only three men voted, 
yet members of the Legislature object to 
giving suffrage to women because it would 
require more voting booths. Who helps 
to pay for those the men use? 


Wi 
Of the 2,827 babies in care of the New 
York Diet Kitchen only 16 died during 
the very hot summer. This is a preven- 
tion of race suicide that has more to rec- 
ommend it than some other kinds. 


Mrs. Pankhurst and $20,000 left this 
country together. Some help. 

















Ark-aic 
Inquisitive little boy--Were you in the 
ark? 
Peevish old gentleman—No, of course I 
wasn’t. 
Inquisitive little boy—Well, why weren’t 
you drowned, then?—Tatler (London). 


Her Final Capture 
She took my hand in sheltered nooks, 
She took my flowers, toffee, books, 
Gloves, anything I cared to send 
She took my rival in the end. 
—London Opinion. 
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Not to be Believed 
Parishioner (to departing minister)— 
We're all very sorry to lose you, Mr. 
Foodle. 
Rev. 
Mrs. 
a better man next time. 


Foodle (modestly)—Never mind, 
Toodle. I’ve no doubt you will get 


Parishioner— Ah, no, Mr. Foodle! 
That’s just what the last minister said 
when he left.—Bulletin (Sydney). 












Lost Ball 


Golfer (to the caddie searching for a 
ball)—Can you feel it? 

Caddie—No, sir. 

Golfer—Then why don’t you kneel down 
and see if you can see it?—Sketch (Lon- 
don). 

















Le Tango chez la Couturiere 
The concierge, strongly infected with 
‘‘tangoitis,’’ practices the steps with one 
of Madam Lucette’s models.—La V 
Parisienne. 








Off Shore 


“ Et puis, si vous n’etes pas contents, vouz pouvez tou- 
jours descendre.’ 
‘And, besides, if you are not satisfied, 
you can always get off.’’—Le Sourire 
(Paris). 






















Queer Birds at the Zoo 
Human species (to each other)—How 
ridiculous! 
Bird (to itself) — Ditto! — Bystander 
(London). 














The Last Small Boy 


“En 1950—Aprés la dépopulation.” 


In 1950, if the birth rate continues to 
fall.—Le Rire (Paris). 
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Hints to Millionaires 


Have a taximeter fitted to your private 

car for the benefit of some charitable ob- 

ject and send the total registered each 
day to the charity.—Punch (London). 

















Where Winter is Onlya Name 


Take one of the AGWI Steamship Lines and sli 
southward over smooth, summer seas to the Bae 
where winter is only a name, to— 


Florida—Cuba—Porto Rico—Mexico 
Texas—Bahamas— Santo Domingo 


THE RIVIERA OF AMERICA 


Florida, land of Eternal Flowers, is best reached 
by the luxurious steamers of the Clyde Line, sail- 
ing four times weekly from New York direct to 
Jacksonville — calling at Charleston — without 
c ; Key West, Tampa, St. Petersburg and 
the West Coast by the splendid steamers of the 
Mallory Line—direct without change. Write for 
rates, reservations, etc. 


Clyde Steamship Company 
Pier 36, North River, New York 


THE COMING COUNTRY 


Texas, land of opportunity! You owe it to your- 
self to see it. Visit veston, Atlantic City of 
the Southwest; San Antonio, Aransas Pass, 
Corpus Christi and other celebrated resorts. The 
Mallory Line is the only direct route to Texas 
without change; best way to California and Pacific 
Coast. For interesting descriptive matter, rates, 
etc., write 


Mallory Steamship Company 
Pier 45, North River, New York 





CUBA—MEXICO—BAHAMAS 


Reached by the superb steamers of the Ward Line. 
The most delightful way to visit Nassau, seat of the 
British Colonial Government; Havana, the “Little 
Paris” with its ideal climate, excellent hotels and 
delightful social diversions ; and Mexico with its 
ancient monuments and historic ruins. For in- 
teresting booklets, rates, etc., write 

New York & Cuba Mail S. S. Co., (Ward Line) 
Pier 14, East River, New York 





THE ISLAND OF ENCHANTMENT 


Porto Rico, rightly named “Rich Port,” is rich in 
traditions, interest and products. You can reach 
it in four and one half days and remain on board 
during delightful cruise around the island. Weekly 
sailings from New York; big, 10,000 ton steamers; 
luxurious accommodations; fare one way, $45 and 


up. Write for booklet and all information. 


The New York & Porto Rico S.S. Co. 
11 Broadway, New York 


DISTRICT PASSENGER OFFICES 


BOSTON-—192 Washington St. 
PHILADELPHIA—701 Chestnut St. 


CHICAGO-—444 Com’1 Nat'l Bank Bldg. 
WASHINGTON-— 1306 F St., N. W. 


NEW YORK—290 Broadway 
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Get started in an honest, clean, reliable, money-making business. Sold on; © 
ey-back guarantee 





ew invention. The BLACKSTONE 


this n ¥ 
,ACUUM MASSAGE MACHINE forthe home. No cost to 


operate. Lasts life-time. Price within reach of all. No competition. New tield, 


ew business. That's why it's easy. Removes blackheads, wrinkles, rounds out } 
any part of the face or body and brings back Nature’s beauty. Endorsed by leads 4 
ing doctors and masseurs. Listen: Parker, Okla., 6a) 8 orders first day. 
"| Margwarth, Pa., writes. “Iam making $19.00 per day.” Shea, “First order 


12, second 3%, third 72, Schermerhor 
fjmonth, Shaffer, Va., eins 4outo 
a 


orders one dozen, Four days 


S ind., sells 3 machines first hour. 


n, Ia., orders eight dozen machines first % 
#5 demonstrations.” Vaughn, Wash., hi 
ter wires “Ship 6 dozen by first expeees, Spain, BY 
Tenn., started with sample. Orders onedcezen, then 2 dozen, next 


dozen. Lewis, fe) 
Best article he ever saw for merit and hy, 


f) money-making.” No experience necessary. Territory with protection given free 
to active workers. Nothing in the world like it. Best agent's article everinvented, Hse 


U. 8. and foreigng 


Investigate now, today. - 

Postal will do, A bigsurprise/@ 

waits you. Address > 
EBLACKSTONE ME°G, CO. 
$41 Meredith Bidg. TOLEDO. 0 








In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciatea. 


LEARN the NEW WAY 


DROP DEAD ONES. AWAKE f | 
AGE NTS ’ GRAB THIS NEW INVENTION ! : ors . 
8 THE 20th CENTURY WONDER it ‘< 





Passing the Mustard 


The One To Get Hurt—‘‘What’s the 
matter with your eye, Mike?’’ 

**Sure, is it black?’’ 

**It certainly is b!ack.”’’ 

*‘Well, I saw an altercation between 
man and wife yesterday.”’ 

**And did you mix up in it?’’ 

*“‘I did not. I was only an innocent by- 
stander.’’— Yonkers Statesman. 


A Good Salesman—‘‘What?’’ cried the 
careful housewife. ‘‘You charge me one 
dollar a bushel for these potatoes?’’ 

“‘Yes, ma’am,’’ answered the polite 
grocer. ‘‘That is the very lowest price 
we can sell them for.’’ ’ 

‘‘How is it that I can get them from 
Brown’s for ninety cents, then?’’ 

**I cannot say, madam. Perhaps Mr. 
Brown has taken a fancy to you. Heisa 
widower and you are beautiful. Unfor- 
tunately, I— Yes’m, one dollar.’’ — 
Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


Tough Season—Hem—lIsn’t that Raven- 
yelp? 

Haw—Yes; he is just back from a trip 
on the road. 

Hem—What was he doing this season? 

Haw—Exhibiting a troupe of trained 
chickens. 

Hem—What happened to the show? 

Haw—Business got bad and he had to 
eat the performers.— Youngstown Tele- 
gram. 


Stopping the Supply of Hot Air—Mrs. 
Waggles—Were you rude to that life- 
insurance man? 

Mr. Waggles—Why, no! I just told 
him I wished he would go down cellar and 
talk into our furnace.— Somerville Jour- 
nal, 


Getting It Right—‘‘Is your husband in 
the habit of smoking between meals?’’ 
inquired the doctor of the patient’s wife. 

*‘Well, no, not exactly,’’ she replied; 
‘with him it’s a case of eating between 
smokes.’’—Springfield Union. 


Merry Maidens 
A maiden at Rawlings, Wyoming, 
By the window her hair she stood combing. 
Said a man in the street, 
“‘Golly, Mike! ain’t she sweet?’’ 
And she was, standing there in the gloam- 
ing. 

—Dixon Merritt, in Nashville Banner. 
A maiden in Springfield, Missouri, 
When asked could she serve on a jury 

And be just to each side, 
Bobbed her head and replied, 
**T could ladle out justice like fury.’’ 
—Judd M. Lewis, in Houston Post. 


A maiden who lives in Shenango 
Thought she’d take a wee fling at the 
tango; 
When she flew in the air 
And lost all her back hair, 
She said, ‘‘Goodness! where did my bang 
0?’’ 
—Charles A. Leedy, in Youngstown Tele- 
gram, 


A maiden who lived in Schoharie 
Was in a great hurry to marry; 
But after the wedding 
She found such hard sledding, 
She cried, ‘‘ Now in Reno I’1l tarry! 


” 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
“Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles. 
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the Mustard 


Such a Prude 
She’s stopping at the Mountain House, 
But great seclusion seeks; 
She always dresses in the dark, 
Because the mountain peaks. 


Passing 


-J UDGE. 


While at the sea resorts, she thinks 
The men are flirty knaves; 
She will not walk upon the beach, 
Because the ocean waves. 
—Cleveland Press. 


And stopping in the woodland dell, 
Among old-fashioned camps, 
She’s always careful in the dusk, 
Because the kerosene lamps. 
—Detroit News 


And when she wades across the brook, 
The wavelets of which please her, 
She shrinks and hollers, ‘‘Get the hook!’’ 
When she sees the dog Cesar. 
—Houston Post. 


And when she wanders through the glade, 
Where Autumn wails sad hymns, 
She drops her eyes, this proper maid, 
Before the trees’ bare limbs. 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Up went her hands, she stood aghast, 
When dinner host the turkey passed. 
‘“‘Dear me,’’ she wailed, ‘‘this is distress- 
ing— 
That horrid gobbler has no dressing !’’ 
—Louisville Herald. 


The Toy-strewn House 
Give me the house where the toys are 
strewn, 
Where the dolls are asleep in the chairs, 
Where the building blocks and the toy 
balloon 
And the soldiers guard the stairs. 
Let me step in a house where the tiny 
cart 
With its horses rules the floor, 
And rest comes into my weary heart, 
For I am at home once more. 


Give me the house with the toys about, 
With the battered old train of cars, 

The box of paints and the books left out, 
And the ship with her broken spars. 

Let me step in a house at the close of day 
That is littered with children’s toys, 

And dwell once more in the haunts of. play, 
With the echoes of bygone noise. 


Give me the house where the toys are seen, 
The house where the children romp, 

And I'll happier be than man has been 
"Neath the gilded dome of pomp. 

Let me see the litter of bright-eyed play 
Strewn over the parlor floor, 

And the joys I knew in a far-off day 
Will gladden my heart once more. 


Whoever has lived in a toy-strewn home, 
Though feeble he be and gray, 

Will yearn, no matter how far he roam, 
For the glorious disarray 

Of the little home with its littered floor 
That was his in the bygone days, 

And his heart will throb as it throbbed 

before, 

When he rests where a baby plays. 


-Eddie Guest, in Detroit Free Press. 
peers lover of a 1 cocktail should insist that Abbott's 
oo gale ed in making it: insures your getting the very 

st. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md (ADV. ) 








BlueRibbon(_ 


The Beer of Quality 















With Your Name or Initials 
Stamped in Heavy Gold Leaf 


d This newest idea in women’s 
: 50c wear is designed to provide 
4 a safe place for bills, jewelry 
articles 


Sent and other valuable 


without the 


of rich velvet-nap leather in tan, 


— ‘\ black or gray. Worn inside or 
a _ &\ outside of stocking. Has two pockets, 
ch caught with glove-clasp. One pock- 





a constant fear of 
4 loss by theft or thoughtlessness. Made 

















HOTEL ALBERT 


11TH STREET AND UNIVERSITY PLACE 
One Block West of Broadway 
NEW YORK CITY 


Close to Wholesale and Retail Dry Goods 
Districts, Railroad and Steamship Lines 


MODERN ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF 


300 Rooms (200 with Bath) 
RATES $1.00 PER DAY UP 


Leather : ; > ot argee 

Novelties. +t is often used for powder chamois. Excellent Restaurant and Cafe 

It's FREE LIVE-WIRE AGENTS WANTED Moderate Prices 

ae Danda Je Mfg. Co Send for free illustrated Guide and Map of New York City 
Write To-day 82 John St., New York City 








In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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Home after dreary tramping 
through rain and wind. Guard 
against chills and colds with a glass 
of warming, comforting 





OldOverholt Rye 


“Same for 100 Years” 


A pure, mellow whiskey endorsed 
by five generations of physicians 
because of its uniformity and ex- 
cellence. 


Distilled and bottled in bond. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO 
Pittsburgh, Pa 














OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WEST 


press Cutting Bureau 
willsend you all newspaper clippings 
which may appear about you, your 


friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 
to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 
in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms. 
$5.00 for 100 notices. Henry Romeike, 106-110 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 


FOR MEN 











This Handsome 
Watch Fob 
FREE 


You like to HUNT and FISH. 
Then surely you will enjoy the 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN 
Magazine, with its 160 richly 
illuatrated pages, full to over- 
flowing with interesting stories 
and valuable information about 
guns, fishing tackle, camp-out- 
fite—the best places to go for 
fish and game, and a thousand 
and one valuable “How to” 
hinta for Sportamen, The 
NATIONAL SPORTSMAN is 
just like a big camp-fire in the 
woods where thousands of good 
fellows gather once a month 
and spin stirring yarns about 
their experiences with 
rod, dog, rifle and gun. 


Special Offer 


Mail us 25c in stamps or 
coin for a 3 months’ 
trial subscription to the 
NATIONAL SPORTS 

MAN and we will send 
you absolutely 


Free of Charge 


One of these Handsome 
Ormula Gold Watch 
Fobs with russet 
leather strap. 


Don't Delay—Send your order Today. 


























NATIONAL SPORTSMAN, 32 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 











With The College Wits 


The Human Race—Binks—Say, that 
Miss Peaches is pretty fast, isn’t she? 
Kinks—Fast! Why; she just told me 
that she’s covered five laps this evening! 
Ohio Sun-Dial. 


A Benefactor—-‘‘There goes a man who 
has done much for the American drama.’’ 

‘*How?’’ 

‘‘He never wrote ‘a play.’’ 
vania Punch Bowl. 


Pennsyl- 





Another New Haven Wreck 


—Harvard Lampoon 


Permission—‘‘I asked Miss Muss if I 
could see her home.’’ 

**Whad she say?’’ 

***Come up and look it over any time.’ 

Columbia Jester. 


’ 


The Feminine Movement-——-Rick—I hear 
your wife is taking quite a bit of interest 





in your new investment. 

Dick—Safe tip! She loaned me the 
money.—Stanford Chaparral. 

Poor Binks!—-‘‘There goes that 
writer, Binks.”’ 

**Yep, the poor guy! He used to make 
a good living out of these ‘What a Young 
Girl Ought To Know’ books, but there’s 
no demand for that kind of stuff any 
more.’’—Columbia Jester. 


poor 


Don’t Worry 
The baby ate some worsted. 
**Don’t worry,’’ said his pater. 
‘**He’ll likely swallow all the yarns 
He hears a little later.’’ 
Cornell Widow. | 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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A Combination 
Present 


for Christmas, New Year's and many other joll 
nights is a barrel of 10 dozen Jolly days and 
E bottles of 


Itis certain to give substantial 
enjoyment and real benefit. 
Why not try it on yourself? 


Nearest Dealer or C. H. Evans & Sons, Hudson, N, Y. 


Wonderfully brilliant. Pure white > 
Constructed by the Oxy-Hydrogen 
Furnace. Will cut glass, stand acid 
and fire tests like real diamonds, 
Have no foil or backing. Set only 
in 14k Gold Mountings. Brilliancy 
guaranteed 25 years. 
Sent on Approval or by registered 
mail on receipt of price. Money 
cheerfully refunded if not satisfac- 
tory. Send for booklet. Room 411 

$ O O MAIDEN LANE SALES CO. $ 


nome Longacre Bldg., Bway &42nd St..N.¥. 











50 


SOLIO 
14K GOLD 





EW BOOKS—"“The Hair” —its physiology, anatomy, 

diseases and treatment—a scientific treatise published by 
the European specialist, H. Achershaug, M.M.D. (Norway), 
has made a great sensation. “Its wonderful results have as- 
tonished the medical profession.’"—News. The Book, WITH 
SWORN STATEMENTS and doctors’ endorsements, is sent FREE 
on receipt of 6c. for postage, etc. Address the author, H. Achershaug, 
M.M.D., 500—6th Ave., (J. A.) New York. 


YOUR FRIENDS ARE COLOR BLIND 


Show them! Prove it! A startling and surprisingly 
simple trick in magic; these ELUSIVE COLOR 
CARDS, 50c. Mesmerized pencil, 25c; new 25c book 
of card tricks, 10c. FREE CATALOG. 

CHICAGO MAGIC CO., Dept. M, 72 W. Adams St., Chicago, Il. 
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Bernheim Distilling Co. 


Louisville, Ky. 
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Stories ‘With Smifes 


Warning for Father—There is a boy, 
nine years old, in a family which recently 
returned to their apartment after spenc- 
ing the summer in the country. 

Mother, small son and maids went to 
the fat. Father went to his office, where 
a pressure of work compelled him to labor 
all day and far into the evening. When 
he got home, everybody had gone to bed. 
Approaching the bathroom door, he found 
it closed and adorned with a large sheet 
of wrapping paper, on which a proclama- 
tion of some sort seemed to have been 
laboriously printed in large and straggling 
capital letters peut 

Turning up the hall lignt, this is what 
father read: 

Do not open the bathroom dore. 

Do not rase the window. 

Do not turn up the light. 

Do not make any noise. 

There is a mud turtle asleep in the wash 
basin.—Forest and Stream. 


He Tumbled—His wife met him at the 
door. His dinner had been waiting for 
thirty minutes, but she was smiling 
sweetly. Her hair was done up in a be- 
coming style, and she looked ten years 
younger than usual. 

She put her arms around his neck, drew 
his head down and kissed him sweetly. 

“‘Give me your hat and coat,’’ she said. 
“T will hang them away, for I can see 
that you are tired. Have you had a hard 
day at the office, dear?’’ 

“*Yes,’’ he replied. 
out.”’ 

“I’m sorry. But never mind. I feel 
sure that things will take a turn for the 
better soon. I’ve got a surprise for you 
—the maid has prepared a nice chicken 
stew, the kind you like so well. Shall I 
run upstairs and get your slippers?”’ 

‘**Never mind, little woman,”’’ he replied, 
pushing his hand into his pocket. ‘‘How 
much do you want?’’—Chicago Record- 
Herald. . 


“‘I’m all fagged 


Economical Handbag—‘‘I want you to 
see my lovely new shopping bag,’’ said a 
certain lady to a caller the other after- 
noon. ‘‘My husband gave it to me for my 
birthday, and it’s simply grand! And 
it’s so economical! You see, you open 
this, and there are two compartments; 
and you open the compartments on this 
side, and there is a little pocket in that, 
and you open the little pocket, and there 
is a cute little pocketbook for change, 
with one side partitioned off for street- 
car tickets.”’ 

“*I see,’’ said the caller. 
you call it economical ?’’ 

“Why, it takes so long to open all the 
things and get to your street-car tickets 
that, by the time you do, whoever is with 
you has paid your fare. ’’—Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 


‘But why do 


Mrs. Casey’s Alarm—Mrs. Casey was 
proud of her strong, muscular son, and 
still more proud of him when he went 
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GIBSON’S RYE 
A WHISKEY OF TRADITIONS 
high quality, absolute 
purity, satisfying richness, velvety mellowness, 
delightful fragrance —nearly 80 years the 
whiskey standard of the world. Every drop 
of Gibson's is made from selected, matured 


rye and sparkling spring@@Ater; ripened in a fixed tem- 
perature, and held in the Original wood. We especially 
commend the disgilfagon, J 

money can oe £3 ed from o 
of your dealer, ‘ 
express prepaid*at $10/per gallon 


1900—the finest old whiskey 
warerooms to order 






direck tly 


/ 


FAO US, 


tt gira 
s Ly y | | £ 














Yy Lat = yea 














B 


ox of a 








| 


quality. 


cigars. 


By Post Free 


office or home. 


of French’s Mixture, 
Write to-day. 





Havana Cigars only 2 De 


French’s superb Cuban Special. New achievement in cigar 
Filler of leaves too short to use in the manufac- 
ture of our celebrated Juan del Rey brand of clear Havana 
Both filler and wrapper are purest Cuban grown 
tobacco—thoroughly seasoned leaf. 
mellow and exquisite tropic flavor—strictly hand-made. 
Agreeably satisfying to smokers of costly Havana cigars. 
Sent prepaid by parcel post direct to your 
Send only 26¢ silver or 
stamps and get five of these fine, rich full flavored Havana cigars 
packed in an attractive Spanish Cedar box. 


“The Aristocrat of Smoking Tobacco.” 


FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. 26, Statesville, N. C. 








some way, in one volume: 


A rich cigar of 
Medical 


Send promptly and 











Write for “Other People’s Opinions, 


PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Bldg. Phila., Pa. 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have. 

Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have. 

Knowledge a Father Should Have. 

weer a Father Should Impart to His Son. 
nowledge sa Husband Should Have. 

Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have. 

Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have. 

Knowledge a Mother Should Have. 

Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter. 


get the benefit of this special, introductory offer. We are mak- -- 
ing it for a limited time, merely to introduce these fine Havana Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have. 
Cigars. For 10c silver or stamps, we will send a big sample pouch All in One Volume. 


Illustrated, $2 postpaid 


* and Table of Contents 


A Happy Marriage 


Depends largely on a knowl- 
edge of the whole truth about 
self and sex and their relation to 
lifeand health. This knowledge 
does not come intelligently of it- 
self, nor correctly from ordi- 
nary everyday sources. 


SEXOLOGY 


(lustrated) 
By William H. Walling, A. M. M. D., imparts in a cleat whole- 











EUROPEAN PLAN 








q A Step from Broadway. 
@ Absolutely Fireproof. 


SINGLE ROOMS, 


Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, one person, $2.50; two peo- 
ple, $3.50. Why pay more when our service is equalled only by the best? 


$1.00 


HOTEL EARLINGTON 


27th Street, West of Broadway, NEW YORK 


@ Quiet as a Village at Night. 
@ Your Comfort Our Aim Always. 


E. W. WARFIELD, Manager 








AGENTS 






every time. 


matches. 
arette, gas 





seller. 


_Novel watch-shaped Lighter. 
with one hand; gives an instantaneous light 
No electricity, no battery, no 
wires, non-explosive; does away with | 
Lights your pipe, cigar, cig- 

jet. ete. 
the endof your chain. 
Write quick for wholesale 
terms and prices. | 


H.O. Brandt Lighter Co., 148 Duane St.,N.Y, | WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 773 Wolsin Bidg., 





Dandy thing for | 
Tremendous 


In answering advertisements Please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 











will cut glass. 


. 


/ A BRAND NEW | etre LOOK LIKE 
LIGHTER ( vauley Cake piamons 
Operated | Stand acid and fire diamond test. 


So hard they easily scratch a file and 
Brilliancy guaran- 
teed 25years. Moumredin1]4k solid gold 
diamond mountings. See them before 
ing. Will send you any style ring. pin or stud for 
examination — all charges prepaid. No money'‘in advance, 
Money refunded if not satisfactory. Write today for free catalog. 
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into a gymnasium and made himself 
locally famous. Then one day a rumor 
reached her ears which she didn’t like, 
and when Michael came home that night 
she proceeded to take him to task. 

‘‘Look here, Mike Casey, what’s this 
I’m hearing about yer doin’s at the gym- 
nasium? Don’t ye know it’s poor we are 
an’ havin’ no money to pay for yer de- 
structive carryin’ on?’’ 

‘‘Why, what do ye mean, mither?” 
asked the astonished Mike. 

‘*Ain’t they sayin’ all over town that 
ye have broke two of their best records 
down there?’’ she howled.—-San F'rancisco 
Argonaut. 





Saving Good Money—The conversation 
in the lobby of a Washington hotel some 
time ago turned to economy, when Madi- 
son R. Smith, minister to Haiti, was re- 
minded of a recent incident in a rural 

| community. 
A young woman, who was visiting rela- 
| tives in the country, decided to prolong 
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THE—P UF FOOD—WHISKEY 
2 4 a 


oy ¢ her stay, and wrote a telegram to her 
. fF \- @ parents in the city not to expect her for 
To arrive at the top in any department or | *— Lar another week. The telegram, together 





commercial effort one must produce, offer and do bet- ee wi enty-five cents, was give 
ter than has been produced, offered or done before. SUNNY BROOK aimee did errands for Gea jor 
Fifty years ago we determined that Sunny Brook cel i aliens tn Oe " flice B 
must be the finest whiskey distilled and aged in Old see, SS Sane WO ue 
Kentucky and we have never deviated from this An hour later the old man returned to 
policy. ‘Today we are known as the largest distillers the farm and dropped twenty-four cents 
of fine old whiskies in the world. in the hand of the young lady. 

**Here, miss,’’ said he, with an air of 


Por » > aT als ~J P : 

Sunny Brook reached the top because it having well performed a duty, “here is 
surpassed all others in mellow flavor, exquisite bou- ; Roser : 
quet and tonic properties. The friends Sunny Brook made fitty years ago because Toa ; 
on — queity ena purity are still its friends, and all over this broad land a majority ‘*‘My change!’’ exclaimed the wonder- 

the discriminating public demands Sunny Brook and absolutely refuses substitutes : “T) ’ . é 
of any kind. Sunny Brook is a real honest, straight Kentucky Whiskey and is ing young woman. Didn’t it cost 
bottled in bond. Every bottle is filled and then sealed with the ‘Green Stamp,” under twenty-five cents to send the telegram? 

















the direct supervision of U. S. Inspectors. If you want to know you are getting the se idn’t se it.’? ws > ast ; 
best always ask for Sunny Brook—The Pure Food Whiskey. READ THE LABEL. I didn’t send it, — the astounding 
a reply of the old man. In readin’ it over 


I seen it wasn’t in any hurry, so I jes’ 
wrote it on a postal card an’ saved the 
money.’’- Philadelphia Telegraph. 

















In Government Service—-A certain old 
colonel was noted for his great generos- 
ity. He had lost an arm during one of 
the engagements in which he had seen 
service, and this made him very sympa- 
thetic toward all who had experienced 
similar losses. 

While walking on his estate one day, 
he met an old one-legged man, evidently 
in abject poverty. 

**Ah, you have met with a great mis- 
fortune, like myself, I see,’’ remarked 
the colonel. 

‘*Ah,’’ replied the old man, ‘‘and like 
yersel’, colonel, I have spent a great part 


mh . 





u 
'}D o’ my life in government’s service and 
‘“*Ye may well say that, colonel,’’ re- 
plied the veteran, as he hobbled away. 


) MZ seen a lot o’ hard work.”’ 

ue ‘“‘My poor man,’’ exclaimed the kind- 

] hearted colonel, as he pushed a half dollar 
‘*But,’’ added the colonel, ‘‘you didn’t 

Sopwey \\WORI|| tell me where you served.”’ 

oo" ‘“‘Well, if it comes to that,’’ the old 


into the old man’s hand, ‘‘I fear you have 
received a poor reward for your services !”’ 
reprobate answered, with a sly chuckle, 
“‘I served my time in j-jail, where they 











ERSONAL: If the lady and gentleman 


who helped me read my copy of a humor- gi’ed me fourteen years for stealing jew- 
ous publication, while on the way home elry !’’—Cleveland Leader. 

in the Broadway Sub., last Tuesday evening, -—— - 

will send $5.00 to JUDGE, 225 Fifth Ave., What Jury Is For—Tommy—Dad, what 


New York, they will receive said periodical for is a jury? ; 

52 weeks and enjoy it more. So will I. Dad—A body of men organized to find 
, " ; al out who has the best lawyer, my son.— 
A. PHIL. ANTHROPIST. Cincinnati Enquirer. 





In answering advertisements plcase mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 





Laugh 


She Wore Her Furs 
The day was cold she wore her furs! 
A delicate physique was hers. 
No ordinary clothes would do-— 
Why, mercy, no! The air was blue! 
And so, if she went out at all, 
She had to wear her furs, that’s all! 


“That’s all’’ is right. She wore her furs, 
But any clothing else of hers 
I could not see. Her neck was bare, 
From white, goose-pimpled nape to where 
The furry boa showed against 
The blue-white bosom that it fenced 
From wintry breezes. I could see 
Her intercostal muscles—gee ! 
I saw her larynx and her sternum 
(The dictionary helped me learn ’em), 

er collar bone, her thorax, too 
These showed beneath her cutis blue. 
But still no chill could have been hers, 
Because, you know, she wore her furs! 


Her arms were bare to where the furs 
Came to those crazy bones of hers. 

I saw the parts of which one knows— 
The radius and ulna—those 

That lead up to the elbow joint 

The furs, I say, reached to that point. 
Above her low-cut shoes I saw 

Her hose invisible (that’s raw !); 

The sleeve-like skirtlet had a slit 

Up to the knee—that’s all of it. 

For that fur boa and her muff 

Reached to her knees—I’ve said enough 
About those nutty clothes of hers. 

I told you, once, she wore her furs! 
—Strickland Gillilan, in Indianapolis Star. 


The Great Detective—-The woman’s per- 
turbation was pitiable. 

*‘T must do something!’’ she insisted. 

“Sit down,’’ suggested the great de- 
tective. 

She did so, seeming relieved, and im- 
mediately murmuring, as she looked at 
the remarkable man in wonder, ‘‘I never 
thought of that!’’ 

“‘But you came to see me about some- 
thing,’’ said the great detective. 

She started. 

“You know everything, don’t you?’’ 
she whispered. 

The great detective blushed over the 
length and breadth of his sharp features, 
for she had unwittingly put the truth very 
baldly, and the woman (an English woman 
he deduced from the fact that this was 
all happening in London) continued, 

“You are right. It is about my baby. 
I left the house at two o’clock this after- 
noon, after giving him his medicine and 
fastening all the doors and windows so 
that my darling might be perfectly safe, 
and at four o’clock, while I was shopping, 
I remembered that instead of bay rum I 
had given the child a dose of benzine. I 
rushed back, but the child had disap- 
peared. No one could have entered the 
house, and the baby is almost too young 
to go out by itself. He is only four 
months old.’’ 

“‘Benzine, eh?’’ mused the great de- 
tective. 

“‘Yes,’’ she replied impatiently; ‘‘but 
that’s a mere detail.’’ 

“Don’t be too sure,’’ said the great de- 
tective. ‘‘Isn’t it just possible that the 


, 
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Creators 


child swallowed a lighted match and’’—— 
But with a cry of annoyance the woman 
was bounding downstairs on her way home 
to count the matches.—Jndianapolis Star. 


Just as Good—Skee—Mrs. De Rich com- 
mands a high salary. 

Zix—lI didn’t know she worked. 

Skee—She doesn’t; she bosses her hus- 
band.—Stanford Chaparral. 


Simplified—‘‘ Young Brooks is relieved 
of one trouble, anyhow.’’ 

‘*What’s that?’’ 

‘‘He won’t have to lie about his salary 
to the girl he’s going tomarry. He works 
for her father.’’—-Chicago Record-Herald. 


Homeward Bound 
When I appear, the lady lifts her skirt, 
Although her skirt will stand but little 
liftin’ ; 
The fellah in the 
shiftin’, 
Fer fear thet he will git a little dirt. 
You’d think thet it was checkers we was 
playin’, 
Fer ev’rybody seems to make a move; 
An’ I ec’n hear the things thet they are 
sayin’— 
I know a workin’man they don’t ap- 
prove. 


flannels starts to 


Fer I’m no parlor ornament, I guess, 
When I come ridin’ home upon the 
trolley. 
A sawmill carriage may be fine, but, 
golly! 
It isn’t noted fer its cleanliness. 
There’s always mud a-flyin’ from the nig- 
ger, 
There’s always sawdust floatin’ in the 
air, 
There’s always grease 
to figger 
On how you look er pause to comb your 
hair. 


but you can’t stop 


Yes, fancy people pass me up of late; 
But, though fine feathers shun me, I 
should worry. 
It ain’t fer them at twilight home I 
hurry— 
There’s some one sweeter waitin’ at the 
gate. 
There’s some one, when I’m comin’ home, 
to meet me, 
Though dudes an’ dames away from me 
may crawl; 
There’s some one with a smile an’ kiss to 
greet me— 
Fer she appears to like me, dirt an’ all! 
Douglas Malloch, in American Lumber- 
man. 


The Medium—‘‘Is there any way of 
crossing the social chasm?’’ 
‘‘Sure! Bridge.’’—Harvard Lampoon. 


An Admirer’s Compliments 

Jackson, Miss., November 28th. 
JupGE, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York: 

Dear JupGeE—If you could step out and 

look at yourself and realize the real and 
vast improvements in your humor, fun- 
making, appearance and general make-up, 
you would feel ‘‘some chesty’’—about one 
thousand percent. Keep itup! Besides, 
your humor is clean. A. G. Eyrich. 





HOTEL IMPERIAL 


ROBERT STAFFORD 


Broadway, Thirty-first to Thirty-second Street 
NEW YORK CITY 


THE PIONEER PURE-FOOD HOTEL 


Our food product system is certified 
under the Collier-Westfield Standard and 
endorsed by Alfred McCann, pure food 
expert of New York Globe. 


C—_—_—_ 
Two handsome outside 3-room apart- 
ments on sunny southwest corner to sub- 
let for unexpired term of lease, at a sub- 


stantial reduction in price. Additicn of 
two other adjoining chambers optional. 


Apply at desk for particulars. 
COPELAND TOWNSEND, Manager 














Pears 


A soap is known by the 
company it keeps. Pears’ 
is found in good society, 
everywhere. 

The use of Pears’ Soap 
betokens refinement. 


Scented, or not, as you prefer. 











HOTEL PURITAN { 


Commonwealth eAvenue—@ 











LA FOLLETTE’S » 
WEEKLY 


Tells you fearlessly, candidly, interest. 
ingly the inside of public affairs--free to 
speak the truth and champion the cause 
of true democracy and equal rights. 
Regular subscription price, $1.00 per 
year. We will send you La Follette’s 


10 WEEKS—10 CENTS 


if you will send us the names of five per- 

sors i uy J in the prog ive cause. 

La Follette’s Weekly, Dept. J 
MADISON, WISCONSIN 














Be An Artist. Make Money Drawing 
comic pictures, Let the world’s famous car- 
toonist, Eugene Zimmerman, spill a few ideas 
into your head. Get the Zim Book—it’s chuck 
full of valuable suggestions. Price $1.00, post- 
paid. Bound in % Morocco. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed. Money back if book returned within 10 
days. Address: 











ZIM BOOK, Room 1149 Brunswick Bldg., New York 








HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. $2, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 20 Beekman Street, New York 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 








